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This night, ‘twas plain, at Drury Lan 
3¥ THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. (The home of show and slaughter) 
Wednesday.—Overhauled a queer development of the penny-in- The whole of the machinery 
= , . . ~ ' 2 fry , ) sa) r g ‘. ’ 
the-slot arrangement—a lamp-post with hot water and tea, sugar _ Refused to work on water. 
and milk, or cocoa and milk laid on! Looks like a teetotaler’s Now, Mr. C., do wiser be, _ 
insult to the imbiber. Fancy the “habitual” on his 1 And, when it next gets frisky, 
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homeward way, clinging to an old friend for support, and finding The lesson take, for goodness’ sake, 
; And let it have some whisky. 
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‘an down to hear Dr. Hubert Parry’s ‘‘ Magnificat " at the Three f the Queen's Jubilee presents at the Imperial Institute. Dida 
Choirs ; helped Lord Rosebery to open the new North Bridge at tow hours at Budapest and enjoyed s ma more of the Kaiser’s 
E linbe rough ; had a look at the last cricket of the season (G¢ nts : } peech-making. Spent the rest of the time at Taplow 
y. 4 ayers at Hastings); Gents badly beaten; hopped over to Paris Court for the celebration of the King of Siam’s birthday—he's 
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and took the King of Siam to Versailles (taking the Sevres manu- soing to have a week of it ! 
factory on our way), lunched there, and back to Paris by rail. Also 


mann - er A ROYAL BIRTH. 
spent a few hours at the trial of the King of Benin. wa - 
. : af + = aa The King of Siam has returned, 

Thursday. Took the King of Siam to the Louvre, National He's keeping his birthday at Taplow, 
Library, the Gobelins manufactory (or “‘ Art Studio,” it ought to be A week it will take (as I've learned) 
C alled), andthe Mint. Just saw that the Duke and Duchess were Which might make, in spirits, a chap low. 
all right at lord ['weedmouth's ;_ lunched with the Vegetarians at I don’t want to utter a word 
the Crystal Palace: back to Paris to dine with Siam, and after- You'd trace criticism or scorn in, 
wards back to the Palace to Brock’s benefit and fireworks. sut it’s odd (and a trifle absurd) 
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Friday.—Took it quietly to-day after yesterday’s rush. Just That a king takes a week tobe bornin! _ 
went over to Florence and saw Succi safely walled up at the Café PHE SPOTTER. 
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Nortice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Boarder-land. 
By Mrs. Ramstarrs’ Cat. 


No. 4.—‘*AN AMOROUS QUARTETTE.” 


It was really a most humorous idea. A game, in fact. A game 
of “ Love in every Corner,” in which not one of the players could 
really win. First of all, there were my Mistress, Mrs. Salt, and 








Piumner @ Ce 





“THEN THEY SAT DOWN VERY CLOSE TO EACH OTHI R, AND TALKED THE 
MOST AWFUL Ko’ 24 


Mrs. Scroggie making violent love to the Major, who, however, did 
not return their tender advances, but cast sheep’s eyes on Miss 
Dimsdale. Then Miss Dowday and Miss Flighty, throwing aside all 
maidenly reserve, were doing all they could to win the affection of 
Mr. Hepcote, who was Miss Dimsdale’s husband. 

I was pleased I had found out the secret of their marriage, it 
made things so much easier to understand. “ Miss Dimsdale ’—I 
must still call her by that name, for no one is supposed to know 
she is married— sighed as she placed me on the floor again. 

‘It’s so awful, Jack,” she said; ‘‘ can’t we let some one know 
we're married ?”’ 

‘‘Impossible, my dear! unless you tell Miss Dowday or the cat. 
Your mother should be the first to know of the domestic calamity, 
so there is nothing tg do but wait for her return from the Conti- 
nent, for goodness only knows when and how a letter would reach 
he - travelling ab ut as she does. However, we can tell Miss 
Dowday, if you like.’ 

‘ Not for the world, Jack. The old Tabby, as you call her, would 
make me the laughing-stock of the whole neighbourhood at home, 
unless we can manage to score off her first. She will be savage 
when she finds it out.” 

Then they sat down very close to each other, and talked the most 
awful rot that any cat’s had the misfortune to listen to. I was 
about to leave them toit, when Miss Dowday came bouncing into 
the room, scattering the pair as effectually as a terrier would a 
select party of cats. I wonder if she really thought that Mr. 
Hepceote had been turning over the leaves of the album all this time, 
cr that ** Miss Dimsdale’? had been gazing absently out of the 
window. 

‘Oh! I beg your pardon,” she said, “I thought Miss Dimsdale 
was alone. She has been down here so long that I have taken pity 
on her, and have come to keep her company. I hope I dont 
intrude ?"’ 

“Intrude! Miss Dowday, how can you say such a thing, and 
mother’s old friend, too?’ 

Mr. Hepcote said : ‘‘ How nice it must be to have such a charm- 
ing neighbour, Miss Dimsdale. It is really a pleasure to talk to a 
well-informed sensible woman,” but he looked every letter of the 
‘*meddlesome old catamaran" I heard him mutter under his 
breath. 

By the curl of my left whisker, if Miss Dowday didn’t accept the 





. ana ‘ ‘a ae *? ee KTS . . a ¥ ’ 7. 
p, a ecome * coy vir Miss Dimsdale’s” Jack, 





darling, a languishing look, and then cast down her eyes. Was she 
really going to make love to the man before his wife’s face ? 

I stayed on to see the fun, though there was an appetising odour 
being wafted up from the kitchen. ‘ Miss Dimsdale” stayed, too. 

“Oh! Mr. Hepcote,” gushed Miss Dowday, ‘“ how charming of 
you. It isso nice to be appreciated, and by a real man of the 
world; but I’m afraid you are trying to flatter me, you—you— 
naughty man!” 

Mr. Hepcote stepped back in alarm, for Miss Dowday looked as 
though, on the slightest provocation, she would have thrown herself 
in his arms. 

He walked across to where his wife (Miss Dimsdale) was sitting, 
and whispered comically, ‘Save me, Rosie, or there will be a breach 
of promise in about two minutes, and you'll be the principal 
witness.”’ 

Miss Dimsdale rose to her feet, and was about to crush Miss 
Dowday’s aspirations at once, and for ever, when another actor came 
on the scene in the form of my old enemy, Major Potts. 

He was on his best behaviour, and actually had the impertinence 
to stroke me as he passed, saying, ‘“‘ Poor Pussy,” in a tone that 
made me writhe. Poor Pussy, indeed! The hypocrite! After 
what has happened. But I bide my time. 

He made straight for Miss Dimsdale and kissed her hand, 
remarking that, ‘‘ That was the way in the army.”’ (Army? Ha! 
ha! a little grocer’s shop at Woolwich, the army. Not that I 
respect the army much, since I heard my mistress read that the cat 
had been abolished there.) 

He also called her an “ Oasis,’’ whatever that may mean. 

Mr. Hepcote looked annoyed, and moved his right foot rather 
nervously. I'll bet my week’s milk to a ha’porth of horse flesh, 
he’ll kick that Major before he’s done with him. May I be there to 
see it! I should wear for ever after a perpetual grin, like my cousin 
of Cheshire. 

I have seen a few love passages in this very room, but never before 
or since have I seen a husband and wife being made love to in the 
same room at the same time, and before each other’s face. 

The Major and Miss Dowday did most of the talking; the others 
merely glared at each other’s companion. 

‘ Auntie and I would be so pleased to welcome you when you are 
in town, Mr. Hepcote,”’ said Miss Dowday. ‘ We live next door to 
Miss Dimsdale, you know, and—and—-we could tell you such a lot 
of funny stories about her,’’ she added, in a whisper. 

Mr. Hepcote tried to look pleased, but he only said— 

‘‘T should like to have five minutes with him—— I beg your 
pardon, Miss Dowday, what were you saying ?”’ 

The Major was getting on just as badly. He was talking some of 
** Jack-darling’s’’ rot, but ‘‘ Miss’? Dimsdale didn’t seem to like 
it half so well. 


~~ 











* Mist DowbpAY LOOKED AS THOUGH —— SHE WOULD HAVE THROWN 
HERSELF IN HIS ARMS.” 


There was an angry flush on her face. I think, “ Rosie, dear,” 
has a little temper of her own, and the Major will “ get it” if he’s 
not careful 

Things had almost reached a climax when Mrs. Salt swept into 
the room. 
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“My!” she said, looking round, “‘ puts me in mind of Cremérne : 
when me and Salt was keeping sounian. But you ain't a-doin’ it One More Warning. | 
proper, young man, get closer to her. Hoity! Toity! We are “ By the bones on the way.’’—-Kipling’s ‘‘ Seven Seas.” au 
stuck up (as Miss Dowday left the room with a vicious ‘ vulgar . Nii 
person’). You ain’t got much taste, young man. You ain’t like Botp, bold, brave and bold, Ht 
Salt. He did know how to pick and choose, though I say it as The ambitious souls became, ue 
shouldn’t. That’s the girl for you over there. Let the Major make When, boiling hot with the lust of gold, aha 
up to Miss Dowday. It’s her last chance.” Ran the blood in the fevered frame. Wd) 
Let the Major make up to Miss Dowday! Mrs. Major Potts! | And, now with tenderness, now with wrath, | N | 
Ha! Ha! My wildest dreams had never imagined such a revenge Their friends their frenzy flouted ; ae 
as that ! But they’d sworn to win the wealthward path, +P HH 
A Ee Ee eee: And they “ made no bones” about it ! Lott 
. ; Cold, cold, cramped and cold, Ph 
Waftings from the Wings. They draw the labouring breath, ie 
ae 


Frangillon, at the Duke of York's, is very French, and yet it is Led by the glow-worm lust of gold 


Ss oe om ot oaks 
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somewhat dull, an apparent contradiction in terms, yet one that is | To the stern embrace of death! ii 
perfectly reasonable. It is French in idea, but notin treatment. You And they curse the venture, which seemed so good ty 
can’t pack epigrams up in an adaptor’s trunk, and keep their flavour. When success appeared undoubted ; é) 

We might have taken more kindly to the idea of Frangillon had | They vainly rail at the hardihood 
it been more brilliantly presented. Whether the average un- | Which ‘* made no bones” about it ! 





emotional Englishman could get up much interest in a married 
lady telling her husband that she has broken her marriage vows 
because he has broken his isa question. Theaverage unemotional | 
Englishman is probably almost as prone to this failing asthe | 
Frenchman, but the Briton—good, worthy soul—doesn’t care to | 
talk about it, or make plays about it. 
Being a French play, one is surprised that Francine is bluffing 
all the time; that, although she followed her husband to the 
masked ball and to a fast restaurant, where she—like him—-supped 
with a stranger, she drew the line at that, and, though she swears 
to her husband that she did worse even than that, she did nothing 
of the sort. This is merely her little way of punishing him—and it 
isn’t a very pretty way, either. It all comes right in the end, but 
it wants a real good supper to take the taste out of one’s mouth. 
Frangillon is well acted by Mr. Kyrle Bellew as the husband, by 
Mr. Ellwood, Mr. Beauchamp, Miss Nobile, and Miss Vane. Mrs. 
Brown Potter did not make the wife a bit convincing, but she has 
a certain pleasing manner, looks well, and wears her daring dresses 
from Paris very strikingly. | Any girl can be merry and winsome and bright, 
Toto and Tata, the new comic opera from the French, which | When her life flows smooth and fair, ” 
was given at the Camberwell Métropole last week, has a very | And she feels the pulse of ‘ Sweetness and light 
amusing story. It is all about twins and the comical embroglio | ' Vibrate in the scented air ; 
into which the likeness of brother and sister lands all the | aut should she seek to be equal to all 
characters. Mr. E. J. Lonnen, Miss Marie Montrose, Mr. Contingencies that may take place; — ; 
Cunningham, Mr. Haslem, and the others of the cast all do well. To be happy, . . - altho’ to her lot it may fall 
To awaken each morning to face 


Hold! hold! halt and hold! 
Ye others, whose hearts have caught 
The witching warmth of the lust of gold! 
There's a lesson to learn! Be taught ! 
In the boreal realm of a gold-growth fair 
A skeleton-crop has sprouted ; 
The gold-lust’s victims are rotting there, 
For—they HAVE made bones about it! 
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Anglo-Indian Marriages. 


(“I know more than half-a-dozen Indian gentlemen who have 
married English ladies, and I speak from personal experience when 
I say that the course of matrimonial happiness never ran smoother.” 
—Letter in Daily Telegraph, 8th September, 1897. | 


GOSSAMER. A black look-out, and her dearest hope 
The management of the Garrick Theatre possess a capable under- | Loom darkly above her, - . . Wwhythen — 
study in Miss Maud Boyd, who, owing to the sudden indisposition Let her marry for love. . . . what a vista ’twill ope, 
of Miss Florence St. John, on Saturday afternoon last, played One of these dusky Indian men ! 


La Périchole, and with such success that she received hearty ; 
applause and congratulations. Miss St. John’s indisposition was [===> = 
only of a temporary nature, and she was able to resume her part 


the same evening, He Won't Forward the 800 !! 


The Empire has many fresh items in its well-arranged programme. 
Conspicuously so is ‘* The Fire Dance,”’ by a young lady described 
as La Loie Fuller, who it appears is the author of this fresh de- 
velopment in skirt dancing. Very adroitly does she whirl about the 
diaphanous material of her apparel so as to imitate a fountainin | 
full play, a leaping flame, a flying bird, fleecy clouds, and numerous 
mutations, all rendered in colour by aid of limelight and the lense. 
Cinquevalli, the juggler, is marvellously clever in the art of balanc- 
ing inanimate objects of common observation. Rolling two billiard 


(“A True, Freethinking German”’ recently assured the West- 
minster Gazette that he could, by 800 quotations, prove the English 
to be “the most slavish, short-brained, democratic, religiously- 
fanatic, priest-ridden stupids possible.” His statements were 
speedily rebutted by natives of Germany, France, and Switzerland, 
whose communications our contemporary was as glad to publish as 
we are to appreciate. | 





WirH rash and rank avidity, 





balls, vertically placed, between two cues, which he holds out in a He has preached his little sermon 

parallel position, seems to be the height of dexterity. On our nation’s crass stupidity 
Royat A@uartum.—The great fight for 50,000dols. between Bob | That “true, freethinking German.” 

Fitzsimmons and James J. Corbett, one of the greatest fights that He throws a few quotations out 

has ever taken place in America, is being shown in all its vivid l'o prove his charge stupendous, 

reality on the stage of the Imperial Theatre. Every movement of And (if 'twon't tire our patience ‘gen 

the men, from the time of leaving their dressing-rooms to entering Eight hundred more he'll send us! 


the ring and until the winding-up scene, when Corbett was counted 
out, has been photographed. The films measure over two miles in 
length, and contain upwards of 165,000 pictures—a sight never yet 
witnessed in England. Every expression on the competitors’ faces 
is caught ; Corbett’s awful look of despairing agony upon defeat is 
so marvellously well photographed that the actual man appears to 
be present on the stage. 


3ut, lo, the speedy Nemesis ! 
Three countries Continental 

Upset his upstart premises 
With chidings all too gentle! 

By them the average Briton is 
Completely vindicated ; 

3y them the biter bitten is: 

sea caeeceacatiie ——————S— | And if, for having stated 


Three instances, the fate of him 
Second Hand. Is to be in pieces riven, 
‘ ° _ j ae me ¥ ’ - a P 
“ T WONDER at Bunyan marrying a widow. | I ray what will be the — | of him, 
‘* Well, you see, he’s a second-hand dealer ! "’ kre his forty score be given: 
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A SUGGESTION 


The Royal Tribute. 


(‘* The conduct of the troops is most 
admirable.”’ | 


Her is roused, the British Lion, 

And his foes are stricken dumb— 
As from out the mountain-passes 
And from tangled rush and grasses 

In their myriads they come. 

He is there prepared to meet them, 

And his challenges are hurled 
Till the jungle waits in wonder, 

As his voice in tones of thunder 

Seems to shake the Eastern World. 


Still his cries grow louder, louder, 
Kchoed on from lair to lair, 
Till they reach the frozen fastn« 
Where, with sense of might and \ 
Waits the lordly northern Bear, 

Louder st a) Lant cagis 
From their Cyr hear his cri 4 
And they hang their heads and listen, 
While the and glisten 
In their stern and sleepless eyes 


He is r ancient Lion, 
And his prowess is displayed ; 

His the regal wrath and power 

That makes lesser creatures cower, 
And his rivals grow afraid. 

Fierce has grown that peaceful Lion, 
He has reared his awful head ; 

And the dead are lying round him ; 

Strong as ever they have found him 
Whom they looked upon as dead. 


war fires flame 


used ; the 


Round him furtive foes are slinking, 
And preparing for attack ; 
Stands he firmer still and firmer 
e hea heir stealthy murmur 
E’er they spring upon his | 
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Let them spring, for he is ready, 
And his valour we may trust, 
He will go half-way to meet them, 

And in lion fashion greet them, 
Till they drop and bite the dust. 


Who are they to tempt the Lion ? 
Do they dream because he’s old, 
They may recklessly defy him ? 
See, thev’re slowly drawing nigh him, 
And their silly lives are sold. 
And the Eagle from his eyrie 
In the mountains of the West 
Harkens to those unds of battle, 
As the echoes round him rattle, 
And he bows his hai 


cy : a . ¢ 
ighty crest. 
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Bear stands grim] ‘hing 
Krom misty frozen height, 
And his ancient foe, the Lion, 
Keeps a sullen watchful eve on, 
For he knows how lions fight. 
And he wonders as he watches, 

If 'twere safe to venture down, 
To that valley of the waters | 
Where the wrathful Lion slaughters 

All who come to claim his crown. 


And the 


Still the Lion fights and fears not: 
And his foes are creeping off, 
By his visage, grim, undaunted, 
They will be for ever haunted, 
And they quail who come to scoff. 
And the awful battle rages 


Through the night and through the 
day, 
rill they recognise their master ; 
Slowly came they; ah, but faster 
rr > , s+ . 
They Will LAC teal away. 
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See his mane in wrath erected, 
See the fire in his eve! 

And the living shrink before him, 

And the dying ‘*‘ Peace! ”’ implor 
And the dead around him lie! 

While his whelps are fiercely roaring 
As they wait the coming feast— 

Till the chorus of their crying 

‘Twixt the living and the dving 
Shakes the pillars of the East. 


» him, 


‘‘ Most admirable conduct ! ”’ 
Ave, the Lion still can fight— 

His the courage, his the power, 

And in battle’s darkest hour 
Greatest is the Lion’s might. 

From the great White Bear, who watches 
For the king of beasts to fall, 

To his smallest foe and latest 

He’s the wisest, proudest, greatest, 
Bravest fighter of them all. 


Tyers v. Cavill. 


In the first of a series of three swim- 
ming matches between Tvyers, the 
Englishman, and Cavill, the Australian, 
Tyers Jed for about a quarter of a-mile, 
then a spectator cried: ‘“‘See, Tyers 
tires!’’ And so it appeared, for he 
didn’t ‘get on so swimmingly,” Cavill 
passing him, and eventually winning by 
about fifty yards. Then Tyers Cavill-ed 
at the judge’s decision, and lodged an 
the ground—or, rather, 
water—that Cavill had gone outside the 
finishing flags, instead of between them ; 
but his objection was overruled, and, 

ly, Tyers’ spirits began to flag 
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“THE CONDUCT OF THE TROOPS IS MOST ADMIRABLE.’—~ EXTRACT FROM THE QUEENS MESSAGE. 





(For Cartoon Verses see page 100.) 




















4 
| 
: 
i | 
i 
Pt | 
a 
. | 
| 
. 














SEPTEMBER 28, 1897. 


























aS ee 
. . 


eee 
_r LS 


———— 
~ ye 
‘ 


*., See™.. 
. ~**: * 





+ mena 


TT 





ail 


—s 


——_ 
a 
i - 


= 
~~ ~_ 


—_ 


Ss 


Lady of the House. 


bread ter eat with it!’ 


“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 
$y THE ** ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


WE seem to be getting a grip of things in India, and we may 
soon hope that the gentlemen with outlandish names will receive a 
final trouncing that will put them on their good behaviour for the 
future. According to certain foreign journals the rule of Britain 
is tottering in India, but I fancy that our reign there will outlast 
a@ good many European monarchies. 


* * * 


Looking at things dispassionately and impartially, France and 
Russia are the only two great Continental countries which are not 
threatened by a vast internal upheaval in the future—immediate or 
remote. Nihilism is not likely to break the Russian Empire into 
bits, though it is conceivable that it, orsome other cause, will bring 
about a change of government; and, while the French Republic may 
not last, the French nation will remain intact. 


* * * 


Italy, too, might conceivably become a Republic, but no section 
is anxious to break away from the main body. But look at Austro- 


Hungary. See how the one part hates the other and hurls defiance 
at it. Note the anger of the Magyars against the Teutonic 


Austrians, and who shall say what will happen when the present 
Emperor is no more? It is his personal influence alone that keeps 
the two nation mn even the sermblanee of cohesion. 
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AWFUL RESULT OF THE RISE IN PRICE OF BREAD. 
Beggar.—‘* Would yer be ser kind as ter gi’ me a bit o’ bread, lady ? 
an’ five children, and not ‘ad a bit in ther ’ouse fer a week or more.”’ 


‘* And haven’t you had anything to eat all that time?” 
Beggar.—‘‘ Well, we've ‘ad meat, but think ’ow bad that is fer yer, if yer ain’t got no 
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A Tough Michaelmas 
Goose. 


Boarding-house Keeper.—‘‘Can’t you 
manage to carve that goose, Mr. 
Gadder?”’ 

Boarder.—‘‘ Oh, yes, madam! When 
I roughed it in America I used to chop 
down trees. By the by, I’ve got the 
very axe I used upstairs; if you’ll excuse 
me for a moment I’ll go and fetch it!” 





—— —_—_—____.. 





( ‘ The Height of Unveracity. 


Wife.—‘“‘It’s quarter day, John, and 
the landlord will be here for the rent 
directly.” 

Husband.—* Well, I consider we pay 
too much rent for a two-storey house ; 
anyway, add another story to it, and 
when the landlord calls say that I am 
out.”’ 


























6 Rats ¢72 


A grocer, named Meale, stated at the 
3ankruptcy Court that rats were one 
ot the causes of his insolvency. They 
overran his shop, damaged his stock, and 
kept customers away. They had even 
crawled up the leg of his trousers when 
he was trying to catch them, and he had 
killed them at the rate of four a day.] 
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Tuat rats should go where there’s a 
Meal(e) 
To see what they could slily steal 
Is natural, for they’ve got nous ; 
So Meale’s ‘‘gone to the dogs” through 
rats. 
3etter had he gone to the cats 
And sought their aid to clear his house ! 
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I’ve a sick wife we 

WE have re-named our unique Haut 
CaNE CHAIR “ THE CHRISTIAN,” as it is 
often sat upon. 





As for the German Empire, competent and careful observers are 
openly saying that the Kaiser’s militarism is paving the way for a 
break up of the kingdoms into separate states again. Southern 
Germany has never been passionately devoted to the Confederation, 
and the exasperation against the predominance of Prussia grows 
day by day. A grouping of the southern and northern states into 
two separate kingdoms or republics is the most likely outcome, 
even if the Empire does not resolve itself into smaller and more 
numerous entities. 

* * * 

Look where you will division threatens Europe. Norway and 
Sweden hate each other, Turkey is rotten to the core, so is Spain. 
As for ourselves, we stand firm. There is Ireland, of course; but 
even foreigners—the cultivated and educated ones— know perfectly 
well how superficial and purely political is the discontent 
there. Home Rule, even a modified form of it, would 
quieten the rowdy spirits, and then there would be peace. 
And from the Conservatives that moderate Home Rule— 
not the harum-scarum, devil-may-care-’em affair of Mr. Gladstone— 
will come in time. All over the world the British Empire is 
consolidating itself; alone in Europe, with the possible exception 
of France, which is too mercurial to be sure of, Great Britain is 
safe from attack from within or without. This is no idle boast; it 
is the opinion of the scientific observer. Fngland and France, the 
two oldest governments in Europe, show every sign of outliving all 
the others. Russia looks like being very big, indeed, and may be, 
but it must not be forgotten that the greater part of Muscovy is 
semi-savage, and that has got to be tamed first. 
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{ For the last comic song draws the great British Nation.” 








SEPTEMBER 28, 1897. 











THE LATEST VICTIM. 
Father.—“* What! Going to Klondyke! And if you get there and find no gold, and 
beginning to starve, then what will you do, Miss?” 
Miss.—*‘ Marry the man who has found some gold, of course.” 


A Dangerous Example. 





out all the latest comic and popular songs at that seaside resort. 


His locks they were sleek and his manner was meek, 
He beamed like a saint on the listening throng, 
As there rose on the breeze, with a gurgle and squeak, 


—< eee ——___—-_ ee a 








From the soul of the organ the last comic song. 


The visitors grinned at that godly young man, 
And, tripping to tune, all the youngsters did frisk it, 

And they cried as they twigged his peculiar plan—  ——” 
‘Well, of all the rum capers, come, this takes the biscuit.” 


Quoth the curate, “‘ My brothers to pulpits may climb, 
To try, an’ they please, a divine exhortation, 
Their largest collection I'll bang every time 


People crowded the sand and deserted the band, 
They came in their thousands, both young folk and their elders, 
The smirk of the curate was childlike and bland, 


‘ + \ . . : | — - 
As he calmly continued to sco p in the gueiders. 





The Versatile Kaiser. 


(The German Emperor, being a man 
of great versatility, has turned his atten- 
tion to an infernal machine, which is to 
be used in warfare.—Daily Paper.) 


WHat a versatile man to be sure! 
His talents are great, as you see ; 

At cooking a dinner or scrubbing a floor, 
There’s none so accomplished as he. 
For when there’s a thing that requires 

to be done, 
He does it, does William the Second—to 
none! 


At composing a beautiful lay, 

At clearing up problems that trouble 
you, 

At painting a picture in colours all gay, 
There’s no man so handy as W.; 

While at sending a wire, and a barbed 
one at that— 

Well, we guess there is no one can do it 
so pat! 


On hobbies his leisure is spent, 
A Jack-of-all-trades here is seen; 
> . , > ’ 
3ut who would have thought he’d have 
time to invent 
An awful infernal machine ? 
Of humour perhaps it is William's mode 
If so, ’tis effective—it makes us explode ! 


To the Vote-Claimant. 


(A song of encouragement to the 
participator in that delightful sport 
which our contemporary, the West- 
minster Gazette, calls “The Annual 
Obstacle Race !’’) 


CouRAGE, brother! do not stumble, 
Though the party agents quite 

Daze and maze thee with the jumble 

Of opposing words they mumble. 

Be not daunted ! be not humble ! 
Prenez garde a VOTRE right ! 


Courage, brother ! thou shalt land in 
Franchisedom all trim and tight, 

If the heel-uptripping band (in 

Wait upon thee) thou’lt withstand in 

Stalwart style ! Be plucky, and In- 
Sistez-vous sur VOTRE right! 





Hits Him. 
Bunkey.—‘‘ Poor Wackim is quite 
under his wife’s thumb, isn’t he? ”’ 
Wunkey.—** Sometimes he's under her 
whole hand!” 


| 


Yet we like not the way he has opened the ball, 
Though the pluck he has shown such good fortune has earned, 


'* Being anxious to swell the building fund of a new church, the For a moment's reflection will show to us all 
curate at Felixstowe hired a barrel-organ at £2 a month and rattled That a terrible future may now be discerned. 


; . 41K? . > On similar effort we sternly must trample, 
The net result of three weeks’ work is about £15."—Daily Paper. For, oh, what a horrible din there will be 


If charities follow the curate’s example, 
And grind organ strains to collect £ s. d. 


| 


Excelsior ! 


SUGGESTED BY VARIOUS CRITICISMS ON THE TITLE OF A NEW 


Book. 


‘‘ Ir I were God! ’’—and certain cranks there are 
Who carpingly, and with a stern recital 

Of their most pious horror, say it’s far 
Too bad to give a book that awful title. 


3ut others, prone to make innocuous fun 
Of fin-de-siécle scribes, maintain (with steady 
(;ood humour) that the wish comes well from one 
Who deems himself a demigod already ! 
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